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THE BREATH 


Dedicated to my son, Sasha. 


Cold... 

Blood freezing on the ice.. 

The pressure behind my eyes causes me to fall to my knees. 
The madness slowly takes over... 

There is blood on my hands. 

I gaze at the merciless grey sky 

I let out a muffled scream of utter despair... 

I look back. 

There in the distance, I see it... 


It wasn’t supposed to be like this. 


The week prior. 


“Gary, can you pass me the kettle, please?” 
“Sure, buddy.” 


Gary, a man with a thin face and deep-set black eyes, plucked the iron teakettle 
from the blue table and passed it over. I carefully poured water into my mug. My 
hands were still shaking cold. 


Izo, who sat against the wall, looked at me and smiled. 
“Was it colder than usual?” 


“Yeah..damn right it was. The wind chill felt like it was going to rip my skin off, 
even with all the layers and the cream.” 


Izo laughed. He was a strange fellow; he always seemed to find humor in unlikely 
places or conversations. However, he was also the most reliable when it came to the 
expeditions. He never made mistakes, and was methodical to the core. I wondered 
what would happen one day if he indeed were in a situation he wasn’t able to 
control or fix. 


“Valery and Norm must be both feeling that cold now, biting their asses,” said 
Gary, and passed the kettle to Izo, who motioned for it. He poured the hot water 
into a teapot. 

Izo laughed again and sipped his tea. “This is good.” 

“What? Them getting their asses frozen?” 


“The tea, good green tea. I’m glad it didn’t get ruined during our trip here.” 


Gary looked over at the several computer screens in the corner. They all had a red 
dot at the top of the screen. He pointed at them. 


“They still haven’t fixed whatever the problem is at the contact center.” 
“And what if they don’t?” 


Izo laughed again. “It’s funny being stuck in this ice with no communication, 
right?” 


“Eh, we will be fine. We can take our snowmobiles back to the boat, in the worst 
case scenario.” 


This time it was Gary laughing. I looked at him with surprise. He shook his finger 
at Izo. 


“Let me tell you, that would be far, far from the worst case. The Worst case, this 

storm doesn’t stop for days. The boat gets separated from the ice, and we lose it. 

Without communication and no way to get out..well, damn, that’s not even the worst I 
can think of actually.” 

Izo remained silent, but still with a smile on his face. I spoke next. 

“Wwouldn’t we be able to go to the north station? There are others there, probably.” 


“Sure, only a hundred miles away, what could go wrong?” Gary said wryly. 


“Don’t be such a pessimist. We found incredible things here, and we will bring them 
back.” 


We all turned our heads as the door opened. The first one to enter was Norm, a tall 
blond man with bright blue eyes, a full beard and a large mustache. He looked like 
a Viking. Right after him followed Valery, taking off his double hat and hoodie, 
revealing a round bald head. He smiled at us and nodded. Gary got up and looked at 
them with disappointment. 

“So, no results? Nothing?” 


Norm shook his head, went over to a cabinet, took out a gin bottle stored there and 
poured a large shot. Valery followed his example. 


“Oh man, far from nothing....Eeeeh.” He took a deep breath and sat down. “It’s best 
we all go, so you can see. It’s bad...very, very bad.” 


I slowly got up and moved toward Valery, who I knew was easier to talk to. 
“What did you see there, Valery?” 


“WeLL..the maintenance guy, you know, from the far north station, Robert, he wasn’t 


there..well..maybe his body was somewhere around...” As his voice trailed off, fear 
seized my heart. 


Izo stood up too. We all now wore troubled expressions. 

“Explain, please.” 

Valery shrugged, and took another large swallow of his drink. “There was a lot of 
blood, like someone had dragged a body out the door, but there was nothing in the 
snow outside, of course. Claw marks on the walls, broken tables, computers....cut 
cables, the transmission dish..in pieces.” 

I felt my heartbeat elevate as I tried to stay calm. 

“Could it have been a polar bear?” 

Norm slammed his hand on the table. 

“No damn polar bear! We saw something else out there, moving in the storm. There 
was a cave of some sort around those large icy hills, you remember those? Yeah...we 
drove back here...but we think it followed us.” 


I slowly sat back down. “So, what is it?” 


“Who knows?” Norm shrugged. “ALL I Know is that we need to take our weapons and go 
to that cave when the storm calms down.” 


Izo sat down as well and shook his head. “Not everyone. Two must stay here, three 
must go.” 


“T agree,” added Valery. 


“So we stay put, and don’t drink a lot of alcohol. We need to keep our minds 
clear,” said Gary, looking pointedly at Norm. 


Norm waved a hand dismissively. “It’s fine, I need a nap, and the only way I get is 
one is with alcohol.” He got up and went into the hall, going into his bedroom and 
shutting the door. Valery poured himself some tea. 

“You're right Gary, I’ll do my best.” 


“Norm seems very shaken up.” 


“We both are..it’s..it’s the unknown..you know? Not knowing? When you don’t know what 
you’re up against you feel like you’ve lost control.” His voice was tight. 


“It’ll be fine,” Gary assured him, then got up and went to the back of the room, 
sitting by a small window and staring out into the storm. 


“You won’t see much, Gary,” Izo remarked. 

“That’s okay, I just need to be alone for a while.” 

I waved the other two into the small kitchen where we sat on the stools. Izo began 
making a fresh pot of tea as Valery and I grabbed few thin meat bars. I took a bite 


and looked at the meat with disappointment. Valery shook his head at me. 


“Don’t be picky, we are fortunate to still have plenty left. With what’s going on 
out there we will have no way of knowing how the future will look.” 


I sighed. He was right. “Yeah.. I’m grateful, but it still tastes horrible.” 


Izo and Valery both laughed. Izo lifted a green ceramic cup, with wavy patterns 
etched into the sides. “This was my grandfather’s, then my father’s.” 


“And then your son’s?” 

“Sure, if I get back to him.” He gave me a grim smile as he lifted the cup to his 
lips. He proceeded to pour us hot tea, and lovely steam curled up from each cup as 
it was filled. I breathed in the aroma and wrapped my hands around my cup to warm 
them. 


“Valery, do you want to stay with Norm and the two of us go out there with Gary?” I 
asked. 


“No. There is no way Norm will accept that, you know how macho he is about these 
things.” 


“Okay. You stay with Gary then, all right?” 


Izo looked at me as his eyes expanded in surprise. “Why are you so keen on getting 
me killed!?” Then he laughed. 


I forced a smile and patted him on the shoulder. “Everyone always wants you around, 
Izo, because you are so reliable.” 


“Even the fastest horse becomes the slowest one day.” 
I guffawed. “That’s not the case with you! You’re up for it, yes?” 


Izo assumed an air of mock dignity. “Of course, my friend, I live to be 
challenged.” 


We continued drinking tea in silence for a few minutes. It was a comfortable 
atmosphere in which we allowed each other to dwell upon our individual thoughts. 


“OK, tomorrow morning, who’s going with me?” We turned to see Norm standing in the 
hallway looking tense, his blue eyes focused on us. 


I nodded to him. “I will come, and Izo. Valery and Gary will stay.” 

Gary emerged from behind Norm in the hallway. 

“Well, even though I had no part in this decision making, I’m glad.” He rubbed his 
forehead and again left our sight. Norm stared at us for another minute and then 
went back into his room. I realized I should have offered him some tea, even though 


he usually refused it. 


“Hmmm, will you be staying up as usual? Want to play chess? Dominoes?” asked 
Valery. 


“T’d say we should try to get some rest. We don’t know how the day will go 
tomorrow, or what we will encounter,” I answered. 


Izo looked at me with the mug covering the lower part of his face. 


“Do you think it was a polar bear after all?” 


I shook my head. It was hard to know what had happened. “Maybe the guy went crazy, 
made some marks in there that looked like claws, or something, and then a polar 
bear did get him when he went outside?” 


Valery put his cup down and looked at the floor. He took a long breath in, and then 
out. “I don’t know, my friend, I’m not sure how someone could fake all those marks 
and create that much destruction, however.. humans are capable of unbelievable 
things, good and bad.” 


“I guess we will find out tomorrow. I’m going to go rest now.” I stood up and took 
my cup to the sink. 


Both Izo and Valery said their good wishes for the night, or simply for the rest 
time since there was no actual night here during this time of the year. I went to 
my tiny bedroom at the end of the hall on the left, firmly closing and then locking 
the door. 


The old warming device next to the window did its job. The room wasn’t freezing, 
but it wasn’t comfortably warm, either; there was no way I could sleep without my 
sweater on. I dropped my coat on a worn, small brown chair and looked into a narrow 
mirror with a long crack standing on my tiny desk. 


“Hmmm . m 


I could see the worry in my own eyes--nervousness. Did it show to the others? Was I 
very transparent? This was not the way to go if I were going to help improve the 
morale around here. 


“Ahhh.” I sank into the bouncy, unreliable mattress and the got under my heavy 
black blanket. As I turned off the bulb on a stick, which could not be called a 
proper lamp, I could see some light coming in through the window, around the not- 
quite-blackout shade. It was dimmed due to the storm. Otherwise, it was always 
bright during summer. 


My eyes grew heavy and my vision to blur as I began to drift off. Suddenly I 
thought I saw a shadow of a large hand with claws appear outside the window. My 
heartbeat jumped and I flew up and grabbed my handgun off the side table. Cold 
sweat trickled down my forehead as I stared at the window, but there was nothing. 
Just my imagination running wild. 


I slowly lay back down and put the gun back on the side table. I forced myself to 
turn away from the window, but the thoughts of someone watching me through it would 
not leave my mind. It took a long time for my eyes to close again. 


Rivers of blood, I am gasping for air. I reach for the shore, but it’s ice, all 
around me is ice...my hands slip. I begin to freeze. I want to scream for help, but 
I can hardly even breathe as the blood river’s waves keep covering me. I am 
drowning in the blood, suffocating, helpless. Is this the end? My life is over? 


I awoke and sat up quickly, clutching my throat and taking deep breaths. I grabbed 
my watch off the table. Only four in the morning. 


“Ahhhh! What is going on with my mind!” Disgusted with myself, I grabbed my head 
and thrust myself downwards into the pillow. No more nightmares, please! 


There were no more nightmares, but I felt like it had only been a few minutes when 
a knock came at my door. It was actually two hours later. I heard Norm’s voice. 


“It’s six a.m.! Get up, Princess, let’s go before some other snowstorm comes in. 


It’s clear right now.” 

“Coming, give me a few,” I groaned. 

“Yeah, go drink your coffee you buffoon, with the other addicts.” 

I thought that was funny coming from someone addicted to alcohol, but made no 
comment as he stomped away. I put my coat and boots back on and came out into the 
hall. Right away the smell of coffee hit my nostrils and like a zombie I rushed 
into the kitchen. Izo was there smiling, sitting in the chair, sipping from his 
mug. 

“There you are. Yours is ready too.” 

“Thank you.” 

“Want you to be alert out there, so I made it strong.” 

I poured the dark liquid into my mug and took a sip. 


“Wow, very good, very strong! How much do we have left?” 


“At least two, three more weeks’ worth. Hopefully we figure it all out by then and 
can get our next delivery.” 


“Ah yes, with everything else. We’ll be fine.” 

“That’s the spirit! That’s why you need coffee! I like that attitude.” 

We both laughed. Then Valery came in. 

“A coffee party, yes.” 

“Non-drinkers not invited.” 

“Oh that’s fine, just getting some of my salo with water and I’m happy.” Valery 
took out a small slab of solid white fat, cut several thin pieces, and left with it 
in his hand. 

We watched him go. “Will you ever try it, Izo?” I asked, knowing the answer. 
“Nooo, thank you!” 

“It’s pretty good, actually.” 

He rolled his eyes. “Only if I’m starving.” 

Norm came in briskly and glared at us impatiently. 

“Almost done, Norm.” 


“Yeah, I’ll go get the snowmobiles ready. Izo will ride with me. You can take the 
smaller one.” 


“Sure.” 
He slammed the door as he walked out. 


“ALL right, he’s correct. Let’s finish fast.” I tipped the last of my coffee into 


my mouth. 
Izo nodded and with that the coffee party was over. 


As we both rubbed protective cream onto our faces, Gary emerged from his room, 
Looking worn out. 


“Bad sleep?” 
“No sleep.” 
“Why is that? Worried?” 


“Thought I saw something in the window, my mind played tricks on me, but I couldn’t 
calm down.” 


Chills raced down my spine as he made the comment and went past me towards the 
kitchen cabinet, where he got some water. I nodded my head hesitantly. 


“Yes, the mind playing tricks..funny tricks...” 

Izo looked at me with concern and a slight smile. 
“You okay?” 

“Yeah, yeah.” 


I put on my second layer coat and gloves, pulled on a hat and then a hoodie over 
it, followed by goggles for driving the snowmobile. 


We went out into the frigid outdoors. Even with all the preparation and layers of 
clothing, we still felt the cold. One could never get used to it. 


I breathed out and could see the vapor in from of my face. It was a silent day, 
with a low wind chill, however the dark gray sky and fast moving clouds above 
indicated that conditions might change soon. The snow beneath my feet crunched as I 
walked up to my snowmobile, which was already on. Norm was sitting on the larger 
one already and waved Izo to hurry up. 


“Got your guns?” 
We both nodded. 


“Good. Let’s take advantage of this good weather while it lasts, get to those 
hills, find the cave, and see what’s around there.” 


I got onto the snowmobile and after Norm bolted from his spot, with a jolt I 
followed them, picking up speed rapidly, snow beautifully splitting bellow. I 
actually enjoyed driving the thing; it was one of the very few activities I liked 
about this place. And speaking of those things, in the far left distance I saw 
another thing I liked, penguins. I slowed down slightly to take a quick look and 
instantly noticed something strange. The penguins were frantically moving around, 
forming a circle. In the middle was a large penguin lying on the ground. His body 
was jerking side to side uncontrollably. But at that moment I realized Norm was 
getting too far ahead of me and I sped up again. 


Deeply puzzled, and bothered by what I saw, I nevertheless kept up the pace behind 
Norm, although just barely. He was a very skilled and fast driver. 


The ride seemed endless, only because of how much my mind wandered. I remembered 
Gary’s comment. How could he have seen the same thing I had? I shook my head. 
Snowflakes were flying into my face. I hoped this wasn’t the beginning of heavy 
snowfall, or worse..a storm. 


Did Norm really know the way? I got my answer shortly as icy hills appeared in the 
distance. Did they really have caves? 


Norm drove around the first hill and stopped the snowmobile. I parked right behind 
him. Izo got off and seemed to be stretching his back. 


“There.” 


Norm pointed between the two hills. There was indeed a circular opening, about the 
height of a tall man, where the hills met in a crease. 


“Wow...oKay...” 
“Get your weapons ready, and the lights.” 


He snapped a flashlight attached to an elastic band onto his head. Izo and I lifted 
our hoodies first and strapped the lights around our warm hats. Norm’s beard and 
mustache had some frost on the tips, and his cheeks were extremely red. He did not 
like using a lot of protective cream. His big intense blue eyes narrowed as he 
began to walk towards the cave, constantly looking around. Snow gently crunched at 
each step. We followed suit. 


I could see the vapor from the men’s breath rising above their heads. There was a 
slight slippery slope and Norm managed to hop over it towards the cave. Izo, 
however, slipped, almost falling upon the snow. I leaped over the icy slope as Norm 
had. 


Here was the mysterious cave. How had it come to pass just here? What history did 
it possibly have? It was fascinating, but I was also terrified. 


We turned on our headlamps and went inside. Our steps had to be careful and 
measured. It was all ice, however some parts of the floor felt stable. Had 
something or someone treated it for traction? Perhaps the traffic of polar bears? 
Still, I felt my heart beat elevate. 

Suddenly Norm stopped and raised his hand. We came close to him. 


“It’s a large room, and it’s a dead end,” he whispered. We could tell this 
ourselves, but his following sentence was what truly terrified me. 


“Someone is here...” 


I almost felt myself freeze in the spot as I tried to lower my breathing and my 
heartbeat, to heighten my senses. Instead, both got worse. I swallowed—barely. 


And then... I heard heavy breathing from the shadows. Both Izo and I turned our heads 
towards it. There was nothing as we illuminated part of the darkness. Norm jerked 
to the right and raised his gun. 


“It’s moving around..the bastard..it’s here..it’s not human..not a bear either...” 


We moved into form with our backs together and tried to illuminate the room. I 
heard something move to the left. We all turned that way. 


It stood against the wall with its back to us. 
Tall... 

Thin... 

Black... 

Four long skinny arms... 

Needle-like elongated fingers. 

It slowly turned its head towards us. 


It had giant black eyes, which had no particular expression. There was no nose. Its 
large, weirdly shaped mouth opened and it let out a breath in our direction. 


A red mist could be seen coming towards us in the light. 
I pulled Izo and moved quickly. Norm still stood there. 
“Get away from it!” Izo yelled. 

“Run, Norm!” I cried at the same time. 


I yelled as Izo and I bolted back into the tunnel, slipping and sliding, falling, 
but moving frantically away. We heard gunshots ring through the tunnel. 


“Go, go! Don’t look back!” 


The horror was gripping me completely. I could hear someone right behind us. I 
hoped it was Norm. 


As we got out of the tunnel we indeed saw that it was Norm. We all rushed towards 
the snowmobiles and turned around, staring at the cave’s entrance. 


Breathing heavily, Norm took a minute before he could speak. “It..it just took the 
bullets.. I think it smiled as I shot it!” 


“What about that red mist? It got on you, are you hurt?” 

“No...no..Lets get the hell out of here!” 

Swiftly we started the snowmobiles. As we rode away from the hills and created some 
distance, I was struggling to get the face of the beast out of my head. My driving 
was erratic, my heart pounding and adrenaline coursing through my body. Norm was 
doing the same. 


Focus! 


I steadied my snowmobile. I looked to my right and in the distance saw the large 
penguin lying still, in a small pool of blood. All the others were gone. 


I focused back on the drive, and we seemed to be flying towards the station now. 


Could it be that the penguin had been its victim too? How? Why had the penguin had 
a seizure? 


And what had happened to the man at the communication post? We needed to get to the 


main station, but would the others want to make that long trip with such a creature 
out there? 


What was that thing? An alien? A deformed animal? No..no.. Something that had been 
frozen for a long time, perhaps? Just like the worms that we had found...they were 
deformed too. 


Wait. 


It hit me then. What if our first drilling had caused this creature to get out 
somehow? 


No. We would have seen it. 
The snowfall intensified and large flakes began to blur my vision as they stuck to 
my goggles. Luckily the station was right up ahead and I could make out Norm and 


Izo disembarking from their snowmobile. 


They stood there waiting for me in the snow and then together we rushed inside, 
shutting the door firmly and locking it. Norm ran down the hall like a madman. 


“Lock all the doors! Put up barricades!” 
Gary and Valery came out of the main room looking at us in confusion. 


I held up my hands. “Please, we all need to sit down. Izo, can you make tea? I will 
tell them everything.” 


We proceeded into the main room and sat. Gary and Valery stared at me with concern 
as we listened to Norm move furniture to block the back door. He than ran back up 
the hall and peeked inside to see us. 


“Sitting?” he shouted. 


His eyes were filled with a strange rage as he stared at us. Staring was a normal 
thing for him, but never had we seen him like this. Finally, he withdrew into his 
room, slamming the door behind him. 


Izo brought the cups and the kettle. I began to tell the others what had happened, 
although clearly I was still in a deep state of confusion, myself. 


As I told the story, taking a pause often and sipping tea, I observed the reactions 
of the two listening. Valery was taking it surprisingly well, but I knew he had had 
a very tough life. Gary, on the other hand, began to shake when I finally described 
the creature. His thin face seemed even thinner as his deep eyes sunk ever further. 
His lips trembled. He finally motioned to me to stop after I described how we had 
run out. 


“That red mist get on any of you?” 

“Not on me, or Izo, but I’m not sure about Norm.” 

There was a prolonged silence, then I continued, for I had to mention the strange 
penguin as well. Gary stopped me again, however I was essentially finished. So I 
leaned back in the chair and poured myself more warm tea. 


“So..are you saying that monster did that to the penguin? What did he do, then?” 


I shrugged. “I’m not sure. What do you guys think it is?” 


“Alien?” 

“No,” said Valery. “Perhaps something that was frozen from before, long before.” 
“Is that really possible?” asked Izo. 

“Well, before this day we didn’t think a creature like that was possible.” 

He too leaned back and looked to be in deep thought. 


Gary frantically looked around the room. His hands fidgeted, his feet nervously 
tapped on the floor. 


“So what now? We have to go to the big station, right? Immediately!” 

I held up my hands. “Slow down, Gary. I know things are bad, but there is a storm 
brewing out there, and by the looks of it and the radar, it’1ll be a few days. What 
we have to do is not panic. Barricade, stay in until then. Once it’s clear, yes, we 
go.” 

“What if it’s just waiting for us there?” 

“Let’s not worry about that right now.” 

“We have to. You said bullets did nothing to it right?” 

“As far as I know.” 

“So what was that red mist?” 

Gary glanced at Norm’s door, which was visible right outside the main room. I too 
was nervous about what he might be doing, but nothing seemed out of the ordinary. 
Yet. 

Valery put his mug down and looked hard at each of us, one by one. “Look, guys, we 
are all alive, strong. Keep your mind strong too, ok? We can play chess, dominoes, 


sleep..the storm will be gone, and we will be on our way, safe.” 


Gary looked very unconvinced, but Izo and I both nodded at the suggestion. Gary 
quickly got up and stomped towards the window. 


“Do we block the windows?” 

“T don’t think so.” 

“What if that damn thing breaks them, what then?” 

I tried to placate him. “Well, at least not for now. Those are very thick, small, 
and hard to break. For now, we need that visibility to the outside. Climbing the 

tower might be too risky. You have to open the top door and be outside until you 

get into the tower observation cabin.” 

“Yeah, no tower for now,” said Izo. “We have to wait and see, Gary.” 

For a while we sat there without speaking. Valery was doing something with a pack 


of cards. Izo continued to drink tea and calmly stared into space, smiling. Gary 
sat by the window, jiggling one knee, looking like an absolute nervous wreck. 


Then a commotion disturbed us all. Norm swung his door wide open and walked out, 
slightly swaying. He strode up to the cabinet, opened it and hung onto the door, 
there almost pulling the cabinet down. He took out the gin bottle and then, to 
everyone’s surprise, he slammed it down on the counter. Glass pieces flew 
everywhere as Gary jumped up, staring at Norm with wide eyes. 


A large piece of glass was stuck in Norm’s hand. There was no indication of pain on 
his face. He hesitantly raised the wound close to his eyes and peered at it fora 
while. Then he slowly pulled the glass out. Blood poured from his hand. He curled 
the bloody fingers to form a fist and then without looking at any of us stormed 
back into his room, slamming the door behind him. 

Silently, the rest of us gazed at each other. 

We knew all too well the stories of men going insane in this place, and of course 
after such a traumatic experience, anything was possible. However, what if the red 
mist had affected Norm..the breath... 


Gary finally stood up, with his knees looking unsteady, and walked over to me. He 
leaned over me like an unpleasant cloud. 


“Well? Pretty obvious that red mist touched him now, yeah? So what do we do?” 


I replied as calmly as I could. “I have no idea, Gary. It could actually just be a 
nervous breakdown.” 


Izo laughed and we all jerked our heads towards him. I was angry. How could he 
laugh at this? 


Still chuckling, shoulders shaking, Izo said, “Oh, I’m sorry, guys. You don’t think 
it’s better to laugh than to cry?” He stood up. “Well, I don’t want to bother you. 
Time for me to go and sleep. It’s getting late, and we are getting tired.” 

He took some more tea with him, slowly got up, nodded towards me with a kind smile 
and went into the hallway. Valery pulled a box of dominoes out of a drawer. He 
looked at Gary and me. 

“How about it?” 


Gary’s eyes got big as he shook his head. 


“I’m going to clean up the kitchen, then I’ll go and cover the window in my room 
and stay there!” 


I looked at Valery and tilted my head a bit, considering, however I gently 
declined. 


“Sorry, Valery, I’m actually going to rest as well. Let’s hope for the best for 
Norm.” 


“I’ll try to check up on him once I’m ready for bed.” 
“Sure, just don’t push it with him.” 

“Of course. Good night. Or bright night? Huh.” 

“Yeah, good night.” 


It was summer, so it was always bright outside, but when clouds hid the sun during 


storms it got darker inside the building. 


I walked into the hallway, went past the doors of Norm, Gary and Izo, and finally 
at the end of the hall entered my room on the left. Same old room. 


As I sat on the bed, now alone, and looked at my small window, I finally allowed 
myself to feel the terror. It was a very different feeling to be alone knowing the 
creature was out there, as opposed to being in company. Rationally however, did it 
really matter? If it hunted using that mist, what could we do? How did that mist 
work? What did it do? 


I hoped that Norm was okay. Perhaps it wasn’t the mist after all, and he just 
needed time. 


I lay back on the bed and was perfectly still for a while, staring at the ceiling. 
Outside the wind howled violently. 


Then something moved on the side of my wall. I sat up rapidly. It was a shadow. I 
turned to the window, but nothing was there. Back to the wall. Nothing. Were my 
eyes too tired? I felt my heart beating strongly and heavily against my chest. 
Maybe I should block the window after all? Or was it better to keep it clear? To be 
aware? 


With this indecision in my mind I lay back again. 


It was the longest of these bright nights, but eventually I suppose sleep did come, 
and I was entangled in another strange nightmare, but no stranger than my reality, 
I supposed. 


I sat on the edge of an ice mountain. My pants and clothes were torn. I was on my 
knees, which were scratched and damaged. Far below in some still, icy water I could 
see my desperate expression. Then I raised my eyes and saw a giant, monumental 
structure. It was a tower with smooth walls and things written upon it ina 
language unknown to me. Behind me I heard steps crunching in the snow. It was 
getting closer. I knew it was the creature. 


And then the breath came..and the red mist gathered around me, entering my lungs. 
I fell down into the icy water. 


That’s when I woke up, slowly rolling over to the side facing the door. The storm 
outside was still going, but sounded much less intense. My body felt exhausted and 
sore. I gathered my strength and set up. There was a stinging sensation on the left 
side of my rib cage. 


Yes. I remembered it now, during that frantic cave escape I had fallen down hard 
and hit my left ribs on a protruding piece of ice. Was it fractured? I took a very 
deep breath. It hurt a lot, the pain felt like I was being stabbed. My breathing 
was restricted. 


Now this, on top of everything else. 
I slowly got up and looked sideways at the window. I could see the snow falling; it 
was all white out there, however the visibility had slightly increased. The storm 


was slowly dying down. 


I turned back to my door and lazily pushed it open. Then I heard an angry scream. 
It came from Norm’s room. 


I hurried out and saw everyone else already in the main room, except for Norm. They 
were looking in the direction of his room. 


There was another scream and the sound of things breaking. Then came a lot of 
movement. I looked angrily at the others. “Open his door!” 


Izo shook his head. “We tried, it’s barricaded. He won’t answer anyone.” 


Suddenly the sounds stopped and there was perfect silence. But it was the calm 
before the storm. The door swung open, and Norm emerged, looking like a madman. He 
had torn clothes and bloody scratches and gashes all over his body. His eyes were 
wide and bloodshot. His nails had grown long and black. He was screaming gibberish 
at the top of his lungs in an insane fashion, and then began to rip at his chest, 
neck and stomach, frantically running for the main door. 


Valery jumped up and ran after him. “We must stop him!” 


Norm threw the heavy wooden slabs barricading the door to the side, and we all felt 
the rush of the cold, powerful wind as he yanked the door open. Norm fell upon the 
snow, and clawing at himself, continued to strangely jerk and crawl away from the 
station. Valery threw on his coat, but before he could follow I grabbed his 
shoulder and pointed beyond Norm. There, barely visible through the falling snow, 
stood a thin, dark figure. It was the creature. 


Norm was now lying motionless in the white with blood all over the surrounding 
snow. The creature slowly moved towards him. It reached for his arm, picked it up 
and lazily dragged Norm away into the snowstorm. I could no longer see them. 


We all stood there, stunned and horrified, until Izo slammed the door shut and put 
the slabs back. 


Valery’s breathing was unsteady and his usual perfect posture was gone. Hunched 
over, he went into the main room and collapsed into a chair. Gary was already 
sitting there, his eyes filled with horror as he visibly ground his teeth. Izo and 
I stood in the hallway. We looked at each other, silently acknowledging that it was 
up to us to handle the situation. We went into the room and sat on the bench, 
maintaining a strong posture, our faces serious. Leaning forward, Izo spoke first. 


“Valery, Gary. I know what we saw was hard to handle, but we have to gather 
ourselves as quickly as possible. Once the storm is over, we will all have to be 
packed and ready to leave for the large station, and we will all need to be calm 
and collected when we tell others the story. We cannot be hysterical, frantic, or 
horrified, or they might think we went crazy out here.” 


Valery was the first of the two to snap out of it. He squeezed his eyes shut and 
drew a breath before he spoke. “Yes, of course you’re right.” Then he turned to 
Gary. “Gary, why don’t you rest in your room for now?” 


“NOOO! No! What! I cannot be alone! It’ll breathe on me! I’ll end up butchering 
myself! Tearing myself to shreds!” 


I got up and reached into the cupboard for some sleeping pills. I handed Gary the 
largest dose that was safe, and he took them, looking at me with terrified eyes. 
Then I gently helped him up and led him to his room, where he lay on the bed. I 
covered him with a blanket and sat with him for a while, until he dozed off. Then I 
joined Valey and Izo in the main room. 


Izo had tea ready. As I sipped I realized it was the strongest black tea he had 
ever made. I guess we needed this to keep our minds sharp. I sat down and looked at 


the others. 


“So, the penguin, he must have killed himself as well. Anything that gets into that 
red mist..into the breath...” 


Izo nodded, sipping the tea. “Yes, that is how it hunts..it must eat its prey 
afterwards. It’s a hunter, obviously.” 


“So the only thing we can do is run,” I said. 


“Probably, yes,” Izo answered. “All it would take would be for that thing to 
breathe on us. And it’ll probably be back.” 


“Most likely sooner than we think.” I stared down into my mug of tea. 


“How long do you think Robert was missing for? A day? We did, after all, go into 
that cave. Maybe it takes a while between its hunts.” 


“That may be true, but it knows that we saw it, and it’1ll want to make sure it 
doesn’t allow us to escape,” I reasoned. 


“Maybe..ah,” Izo said. 


Valery leaned back and remained silent, thinking about what Izo and I were 
discussing. 


“How Long will this storm last?” 
“Sometimes they go for weeks, with short breaks,” Izo answered. 


“Any break we get we will have to go. That’s why we should pack some essentials 
already.” 


“T agree. Let’s start.” 

Valery backed the idea, and we began looking around the place, making sure we did 
not overload our bags, but had all the essentials. There was only so much we could 
load upon the snowmobiles. 

I stuffed crackers and extra long sleeved thermal shirts, two knives, my gun, 
(although that seemed worthless now), dried meat, water, and my research documents 
into a pack. Then I walked over to Izo, remembering the ancient worms we had found. 
“Do we bring those with us as well?” 

“It’s a major find, so yes, I will secure the tubes in my bag. Don’t worry.” 
“Thank you, I’ll check on Gary.” As I peeked into his room, I saw him still 
sleeping, however his head was moving side to side and he was mumbling something. 
It looked like he was having a very bad dream. Poor Gary...and Norm... 

“Ahhhh....” 

“We can make it.” 


I heard Valery behind me. 


“Yes, I believe so.. I hope so.” 


He firmly tapped me on the shoulder. “Believe it, okay, we all have to be strong 
for each other. 


“I’m going to be in my room for now. Get me for anything--don’t hesitate.” 

“Sure.” 

I nodded and went back to the kitchen, where I leaned on the counter and watched 
Izo prepare the tubes and wrap them up, but I was almost looking past him, consumed 
by thoughts about life and death. 

Izo did his job diligently. He smiled as he saw me standing there. 


“We are ready.” 


I nodded in return and watched him go and sit in a chair, surprisingly not making 
any tea..yet. 


Hours passed as the storm continued, but much weaker than before. Finally, Gary 
woke up. He was groggy and confused, and as he came to the kitchen and grabbed some 
water he proceeded to almost collapse into the chair by the window. 


Valery returned and together with Izo we started playing cards, however this did 
not last long either as Gary screamed and jumped up, pointing at the window. 


“I. I.. I...saw it!!! ! Saw it!!! It’s there! !” 


He was completely hysterical again, and with that he suddenly ran into the hallway 
towards the back door. 


“T have to get out!” 

“Do not touch the door!” Izo yelled. 

We ran after him, but it was too late. As he opened the back door, he was met with 
red mist all around him. He fell back into the station, looking almost paralyzed 
with shock and fear, as Valery slammed the door shut before the mist got inside. 


“Damn it! Damn it!” I yelled as we picked him up and dragged him to his bed. 


Valery looked at me with sad eyes. Sweat dripped from his forehead. “What now? He’s 
in shock. What do we do with him? How do we save him?” 


Izo came closer to us with his right hand on his chin. 

“We have to tie him up, put him in sort of jacket, so he can’t hurt himself.” 
“And then what?” 

“We feed him; there might be a period in which this infection passes, you know?” 
“What if it doesn’t?” 

We looked at Gary, who had passed out. 


“This is the best time to do it. We have to try. He will die in a terrible way if 
we don’t. All agree?” 


Valery and I both raised our hands. Mine felt heavy and hesitant, but we saw no 


other way. 

We secured Gary’s arms behind him with a belt, wrapping soft fabric around it to 
make sure his skin would be okay. We further tied his arms around with a rope and 
used another belt for his legs. Then we proceeded to pull a large sweater over his 
torso. 

“That’s it yeah. How about him going to the restroom?” 

“He will be okay for a while if he comes too soon, but if he’s out for a long time, 
by the time he wakes it could already be affecting him. We might not have a 
choice.” I shook my head, gazing at my cocooned co-worker. 

“It’s horrible..we will humiliate him.” 


“It’s better than giving up on his life.” 


Izo nodded as Valery said this. We left Gary’s door open and went into the main 
room. Izo’s hands were slightly shaking as he began to make us some tea. 


A sound of something hitting the window startled us. Valery ran up to it and looked 
outside. 


“It’s there...” 

He pointed and we came over. Indeed, the creature was standing a bit further away. 
It was covered with snow, but it was obviously staring back at us. Then its head 
jerked up and its mouth opened wide. A devilish, loud screeching sound came out of 
it and kept going for several minutes. Then the whole area was covered in the red 
mist, which soon dissipated in the snowfall. 

We heard Gary screaming from his room. 


“The creature is already in control!” Valery yelled. 


We rushed over to the room, and there was Gary, screaming at the top of his lungs, 
twisting in his bed like a wounded snake. 


“Oh, God, have mercy... Gary, hang in there!” 
We grabbed his legs and body. He resisted for a while, but then passed out again. 


Valery’s knees gave out for a moment, and he leaned against the wall and slid down 
it to the floor. I had never seen such a depressed look on his face. 


“Do we even realize the magnitude of our situation? Norm is dead, Gary is like 
this, and us?” Tears gathered in his eyes and ran down his cheeks. 


I grabbed his shoulder, remembering how he had cheered me up earlier. “Remember, be 
strong, yes? The only way we get through this is if we have mental fortitude.” 


Izo nodded his head. “We must keep an eye on Gary the whole time, and on the storm. 
“Let’s take turns sitting in the room. The others can rest,” Izo said, as he pulled 
a chair up to Gary’s bed. 


“I’ll go first. You two go rest.” 


I stood by the bed for a moment, but had to agree. Valery had already left. 


“ALL right, Izo, call out loudly if anything...” 


With my head hung low and my heart sinking, I went down the hall to my own dull 
room. How much would I give now to have just that, an ordinary day filled with dull 
research time? Valery was right. I did not comprehend the events to their full 
extent yet. The horror of it all was too much to grasp. Everything had happened so 
fast. Thoughts of survival dominated our minds, with despair occasionally taking 
over. 


I sat on the bed, but instead of lying down to rest, my skin on my neck began to 
crawl as chills went through my body. On my window right outside was the shadow of 
a thin hand, with long skinny fingers slowly moving upon the glass, making a low 
scratching noise. 

My God..was it not going to leave even for a moment until Gary was in its 
possession? It knew that its target was infected by its breath, and it desperately 
wanted the prey it had earned. 


A predator of the highest order, unbeatable..living in the perfect conditions for 
its hunting style. 


How old was this thing? 


I stood up and pressed my back against the far wall of my tiny room, watching the 
thin long fingers continue to scratch my window. 


I dared not look away. I did not call out, or leave. I had to look, to embrace the 
fear, to allow the horror to grow inside me, because only then could I overcome it. 
There had to be no chance of terror paralysis once the storm dissipated. All it 
would take was one mistake and the mist would infect me. 


After a few moments the silhouette of its head appeared in the window. It was 
trying to look inside! My heart was in my throat and it became hard to breathe. 


Please..give me the courage to endure! 


Then with a quick motion the creature disappeared. My breath started to slowly 
become normal and my heartbeat evened out. I sank back onto the bed. 


I had to fight the fear. The creature surely fed on it; it was part of the hunt, to 
force us into mistakes, to have us be defeated mentally before it could physically 
infect us with its breath. 


I lay back and did my best to relax my tightened muscles. It didn’t help much, but 
just lying there for a while seemed to help me mentally. 


Despite not getting much rest, after an hour I went out into the hall and headed 
over to replace Izo. 


He was calmly sitting there, sipping his tea. 
“Already? Isn’t that a bit soon?” 

“It’s better this way.” 

“Ah, can’t rest then. Yes.” 


“That’s right, there is no way I can rest.” 


“Feel the fear? That creature is walking around; I can sense it near us. It wants 
Gary.” 


“Yes,” I exhaled aloud. “I am scared, like never before in my life.” 


“Even more than when your car broke down in the mountains during that snowstorm 
back home?” Izo smiled weakly. 


“This feeling is much worse.” 


“Hmm. There is one fear I have right now. Dying on its terms, instead of my own. 
It’s not the death itself that’s scary for me, but how. It is the honor, dignity.” 


“T understand.” 


“Are you sure? If that mist gets on me, I hope I will have your blessing for me to 
go and die on my own terms.” 


I realized what he was saying. 

“Izo, don’t focus on that. Let’s think of how we will reach the main station and 
there we will get help. Tell everyone there, and they'll get military forces over 
here. Blow the bastard up.” 

Izo nodded. “I hope so.” 

“Well let me...” 

As I was about to tell Izo to go rest, Gary began moving again, mumbling something, 
and then his eyes popped open. Instead of screaming he started biting the air, his 
teeth slamming together with as much strength as he could muster, his head jerking. 
Izo quickly rolled up a small towel and put it in his mouth as I held his head. 
“This is crazy! He is trying to hurt himself in every way possible. What now?” 
Behind us we heard Valery’s voice. 

“We keep waiting. Hold him down for now.” 

Valery left, and quickly returned with a syringe. 

“Relaxant.” 

We pulled up the sweater and exposed Gary’s right arm. Valery, his hand trembling, 
tried to inject the relaxant into a vein, but Gary moved violently and rapidly so 
the needle missed and went into his arm. The towel fell out of his mouth and Gary 
once again was screaming at the top of his lungs, swerving around like an eel. 
“Damn it...” 

All three of us held him down using our weight; however it was becoming difficult 
as he kept on trying to get away. This frantic madness went on for at least another 
ten minutes, and then he again passed out. We were sweaty and exhausted. From 
outside once again that horrific shrieking sound pierced the walls and my ears as I 


covered them with both hands. 


Valery collapsed to the floor, looking hopeless. Izo also sat on the floor, shaking 
his head. 


Finally, the shrieking stopped, but now we could hear the rattling of the door 
handle. We all hurried out into the hallway and added a chair to the barricade. 
Then there was a very specific noise, like blowing of a kettle when the tea is 
ready, but Lower. We saw some red mist seeping through the cracks in the door. We 
jumped away and stood in the middle of the hall, watching it. Fortunately, it was 
not reaching us; the openings were too small for it to spread far and rapidly. 


Valery quickly look at Gary then back at the door. His eyes were big, his breathing 
was uneven and ragged. He raised his finger in a way a drunkard would and pointed 
at the door. 


“Now what?” 


The answer presented itself soon enough in a most terrible way. After the mist was 
gone and the creature left the door, we sat around for a few hours, sulking and 
being consumed by fear. 


But then the storm stopped. We ran from window to window, checking for the monster. 
We could not see it and came to the conclusion that it was hiding. Izo went to 
check on Gary and a minute later he screamed for us to come quickly. Gary was lying 
on his side, his eyes wide open and glassy. There was no sign of breathing and some 
blood had gathered around his mouth. I checked his pulse. 


“Gary is dead.” 


Valery shook his head, but Izo was quick to suggest the terrible, but correct 
solution. 


“We have to put the body outside. Once the creature takes it out of sight we get 
into snowmobiles and go to the large station.” 


Valery shook his head. “How can we do that to Gary? We could do nothing for him and 
now we are going to feed his body to that thing?” 


“Valery, if we don’t, we die too! You understand that, right?” 
Valery hung his head and averted his eyes from me. I went closer to him and put my 
hand on his shoulder. “You understand, right?” I said as gently as I could. “We 


must act now, or we may never make it.” 


Valery gave a slight nod and as he went to clear the door barricades. Izo and I 
dragged Gary’s body through the hallway and towards the door. 


It was shameful and dishonorable stuff, I knew that, but we had no other choice if 
we wanted to live. As the door opened we quickly slid his body onto the snow and 
jumped back in, hastily closing the door and barricading it again. 

All three of us glued ourselves to the front window as we stared at the body and 
the surrounding terrain. There was clear weather, no storm, no strong wind, no 
falling snow. We were losing precious time we could be using to escape. What if it 
wasn’t around anymore? 

Twenty minutes went by and I could see Valery getting restless and worried. 

“We could be on our way already.” 


“Or infected by its breath if it’s hiding.” 


“HHH...” 


As Izo opened his mouth to speak a loud screeching sound startled us all. Chills 
ran down my spine as I watched the long thin arm emerge from under the snow, then a 
second one followed. The disgusting fingers pressed into the snow and slowly its 
head emerged, followed by the rest of the grotesque body. It went from moving very 
slowly to almost lighting fast as it leaped out next to Gary’s body in a split- 
second. All three of us backed away from the window. 

“It’s so fast...” 

“Moves slow to deceive...” 

“Or to save energy...” 

“Perhaps it’s just its nature, and there is no logic to it.” 

The creature grabbed Gary by the legs and began to drag him behind it as it walked 
away from the station. We watched it with immense nervousness and impatience until 
it was completely out of sight. 

“Go, get our backpacks! We must go NOW!” 

We rushed into the main room and then our own spaces, quickly checking if anything 
important had been forgotten. Each of us came back to the door with a large 
backpack. 

“Izo, you have the worms, yes?” 

“Ves i m 

“Valery, got all the dry food, water in thermal containers?” 


“Ves : m 


“We have guns..okay, let’s put on the cream and our extra layers. We got the 
glasses, yea?” 


“Right here.” 


Valery pointed at the tall table near the door. We put on our extra layers and face 
cream, then the glasses, to not be delayed by anything once out there. 


“We put the backpacks on the snowmobiles, secure them and go. Don’t worry about 
anything else besides getting to the large station right now. A direct shot.” 


Izo and Valery both nodded. 

“Izo, you ride with me on the big one. Valery, you’ll be okay on the smaller one?” 
“Absolutely, let’s not take more time.” 

We removed the barricades and I opened the door with fear knifing through me. The 
snow crunched beneath our feet as we hurried to the snowmobiles. It was still clear 
weather, thankfully. There was no one in sight. Izo and I loaded our backpacks onto 
the snowmobile and tied them firmly. 

Valery seemed to struggle to secure his for a bit and I nervously looked around 


while waiting for him. Finally, he got on, and we started our snowmobiles. But 
Valery’s had a strange sound coming from the engine. Dreadful thoughts shot through 


my head instantly, but his snowmobile moved despite the sound. 

“It’ll be fine!” he yelled at us. 

“Okay, just follow us!” 

I quickly took off with Izo sitting behind me. At the moment all was clear as I 
scanned the area. I looked back quickly and saw Valery following. I could partially 
hear that sound from his engine. 

“Izo, make sure you keep an eye on Valery. I don’t want to get distracted!” 

“Sure, of course.” 

Izo adjusted his position and we continued the ride. I drove as fast as I dared. We 
had to create a good distance between ourselves and the creature, especially 
considering that we had to drive in close vicinity to those hills. 

And there they were..those dreadful ice hills covered with snow. The course was 
taking us just about half a kilometer from them, but I decided to go wider, even if 
it cost us some travel time. 

In the end, it didn’t matter all that much, for I already could already see the 
thin, tall black figure in the distance, and it was moving towards us with great 
speed, in a strange jerking/galloping kind of action. 

“Tell Valery to speed up! Motion to him! Do you see the creature?” 

“Ves l m 

Izo began motioning to Valery with his hand to speed up. 

“Valery! Valery! Faster! Go faster!” 

Izo put his hand on my shoulder. 

“He’s motioning with his hand towards the ear, he cannot hear me.” 

“It’s fine, I’m going to max out the speed, and he will figure it out.” 

I sped up and it felt like we were flying over the snow. There were some low hills 
coming up and I braced myself for the jumps. Behind us Valery’s snowmobiles started 
making a very loud noise. 

“Oh no, it can’t handle this speed!” 

“what do we do?” 

“Go past these hills first, then we can try to pick him up.” 

The first jump was rough and I couldn’t see what was behind the hill. This was 
almost a disaster, for a large polar bear appeared almost in front of us. I swerved 
to the right and barely avoided him. 

“Valery!” 

I turned the snowmobile around in a circular motion after creating enough safe 


distance between us and the polar bear. However, as Valery jumped the hill, his 
broken snowmobile stalled, and he collided with the bear. Valery went flying to the 


right, while the bear was stunned for a moment. Valery lay there motionless for a 
few seconds and then began to crawl. He was clearly injured. As I began to move the 
snowmobile towards him Izo grabbed my arm and pointed at the top of the hill. The 
creature was already there. The polar bear seized Valery first and struck him hard 
upon the arm. Valery went sliding to the side. 


“No, we have to try!” 

Izo gripped my arms tighter. 

“You know we can’t, you know!” 

In terror, I watched as the creature with his long thin arms and body and strange, 
creepy movements emerged behind Valery and the bear. It immediately released its 
deadly breath upon both. The red mist engulfed the bear and Valery. The polar bear 


panicked at the sight of the creature and ran in the opposite direction. 


Helpless and feeling worthless I watched as the monster dragged Valery away, who 
was still alive and screaming out for help. 


The horror..absolute cruel horror... 


Izo shook me hard and I snapped out of it. Without any words I turned back towards 
our destination and kept on going. 


My thoughts were getting confused and mixed together. I could not create one full 
coherent image inside my mind. It was hard to keep focus and drive steady. Izo 
shook my shoulder. 


“Stop for a minute, I’ll drive.” 
I nodded and slowed down. As we switched seats, Izo put his hand on my chest. 
“T’n sorry. At least we can still survive.” 


Indeed. AS we were in motion again I knew that we could still live, but seeing 
another friend die in such a terrible way was simply too hard to bear. I couldn’t 
fully grasp the situation. 


How could something like that creature exist? For what purpose? All the way out 
here? 


Had there been another civilization here long ago, and this predator had somehow 
survived from those times? Perhaps a failed experiment dumped in the middle of 
nowhere? 


How... 
“T see it!” 


As Izo declared this, I turned my head. The large red station was now visible in 
the distance. It was starting to snow again, but it didn’t matter anymore; we’d get 
there before a storm could get going again. There was some hope in my heart, and I 
found myself feeling a small spark of joy for being able to survive in the midst of 
all the pain, fear and sadness. 


But as we got close to the station I immediately noticed that there was not a 
single snowmobile in sight. My mind filled with suspicion and more fear. Izo parked 
close to the building, and jumped off. 


“We made it, we made it!” 


He shook me by my shoulders in celebration, and we both headed for the door 
carrying our backpacks. I stopped for a moment. 


“Hey, what if they don’t believe us?” 


“They will. And they'll get the Army here, take that bastard out. Everyone will 
know this story. The truth will be out.” 


I nodded snd we continued. Just as I was going to knock I realized the door was 
actually cracked open. Izo pushed it and it easily swung wide. 


“That’s strange.” 


We stepped inside, there were no lights on and not a single person was in the main 
room. 


“Hello? Anyone here?” 

“Let’s split up.” 

I nodded and Izo went upstairs as I remained on the main floor. I proceeded to go 
through each room. There was no sign of anyone, despite many of their possessions 
still lying around. It was not until I reached the lab that I Knew for sure what 
had happened. The floor of the lab had dried blood all over it, the marks of 
someone being dragged, and dried blood was smeared all over the floor into the 
opposite hallway and to the back door, which was also open. I leaned on the table, 
allowing the disappointment and further shock to flow through me. 

“Izo!!! Come here!” 

Izo quickly ran in and was about to open his mouth when he stopped, seeing the 
dried blood and broken equipment. After a beat, he swallowed and asked, “Are the 
radios functional here?” 

“T haven’t tried yet.” 

I lifted my head and followed him into the communications room. There the 
computers, radars and radio seemed to be on and running. Izo sat in front of them 
and began adjusting the frequency. 

“Is it working?” 


“Maybe . m" 


Something on the side caught my eye, it was some sort of schedule list. I picked it 
up and carefully looked at it. 


“Hey, Izo, this is tomorrow’s date, right?” 
I pointed at one line. 

“That’s correct..wait..” 

He read the schedule as well. 


“A ship..arriving tomorrow! 80 miles from here! They should have enough fuel for 


us!” 


Izi couldn’t get the equipment to work, but having new line of hope we began to 
look around the place and shortly we found the needed fuel. We filled the tank on 
the snowmobile, then went back into the station and barricaded the doors. 


Izo and I sat in the main room. 
“Should we wait until tomorrow to go?” 


“What else can we do? If there is a storm we won’t be able to survive out in the 
open for a whole day.” 


“Yea....ehhh.” I sighed deeply. He knew what I was thinking. 


“It may come here, but we don’t have a choice. We have no idea if anyone else is 
alive around here, or where they might be if indeed some are alive.” 


“So we sit and wait..and hope...” 
“That’s right...” 


It was one of the longest and hardest days of my life. All the terrible thoughts 
and vivid memories of my horrible experiences flooded my mind as I just sat there, 
still terrorized by them. Occasionally I’d look at Izo with a look of “Is it time 
yet?” and he’d shake his head or his hand. 


I suppose after all the fatigue it was natural that I dozed off and when I woke it 
was indeed time. Izo stood over me. 


“Are you ready?” 
“Yes..yes..ready to get out of here.” 


I splashed some cool water on my face and put the extra layers and glasses back on. 
I grabbed my backpack. Izo removed the barricades to the door and the moment he 
opened it he was met with horrible screeching and a red mist. 


He turned and fell over, but got up right away and began running towards me. I 
dropped the backpack and sprinted towards the other door. I shoved aside the log 
blocking it and opened it just in time for Izo to catch up. The creature was right 
behind him. I slammed the door as we both made it outside and ran around the 
station. 


My glasses were missing, so Izo thought fast and hopped into the driver’s position, 
as he had his on. We were off just as the creature was coming around the corner of 
the building. Within a minute Izo was at full speed, and we were creating a good 
distance between us and the monster..but everything we had was left behind. 


What was going through Izo’s mind right now? Had the red mist touched him? He was 
completely silent. For an hour we kept going at maximum speed. The snow was 
starting to get thicker and fall in large flakes. We reached a large hill and Izo 
suddenly stopped the snowmobile. He stepped off, took off his glasses and handed 
them to me. 


“Ready to take a break?” 


He smiled mysteriously and slightly turned his head away from me, but I could still 
see half his face in profile. Then he cleared he throat and looked up. 


“A break..forever. The breath..it touched me, I felt it go inside me.” 
He slowly took out his gun. “Remember I told you about dying on my terms?” 


He looked at me with intense eyes, and I understood him well, but wasn’t ready to 
accept it. 


“You go. Down these hills. Then there is a field, from there it’s a simple straight 
shot to the ship that’s coming.” 


I couldn’t utter a word. There was pain in my chest and my legs felt heavy. I 
couldn’t believe it had come to this. 


“Please go now. Give me the honor and dignity. Go before I am no longer myself. I 
want to die as I am now. Izo.” 


I slowly nodded. Then I got on the snowmobile and drove downhill. After a few 
minutes I heard a single gunshot in the distance behind me. 


Tears started to fill my eyes; the glasses were getting foggy and blurry. I felt a 
tremendous weakness in my arms. It was so hard to focus. I was trying to stop the 
despair, but the tears just kept on coming. 


I was on that field stretch now, and the snowfall was picking up. My vision was 
completely gone, I felt a sudden sharp stabbing pain in my heart and then I lost 
control, the snowmobile slid to one side and I crashed. 

As I slowly opened my eyes I felt the sting of frostbite on my left cheek as I 
lifted my face off the cold ground and got on all fours. There was frozen blood on 
the ice in front of me, surely mine, probably from my nose which I could not feel 
anymore. Blood on my hands would back up that conclusion. I tried to stand up and 
accomplished it just barely, but then an immense pressure behind my eyes made me 
drop back to my knees. My mind was a shambles, and madness had almost taken over. 
They are all dead... 

All dead... 


A horrible feeling of doom flowed over my body as I slowly looked back. There in 
the far distance I could see it..the tall, thin, black body of the creature... 


I looked forward again. 
My God! Is that the ship? I see the ship in the distance! Is it an illusion? 
I mustered my final bit of strength to get up again and began limping as quickly as 


I could towards it. 


Would I make it? 


